THE TRAIN
teacher and wondering: "Why is he trying so hard to
explain something that's perfectly clear?"
Lena was already in her fifth children's home, she was
a member of the Youth League, she was studying at^a
physical training course, and was called Elena. Again
the teacher was talking about the same thing, but this
time from another angle. ... He was proving that the
Soviet state is the most just in the world. ... No other
state existed for Lena. She was a child of that state. It
had been her home, her land, her sky. To any person in
that land she could say comrade. From anyone she could
take bread, and with anybody she would share it. She
went without diffidence into any factory or office, and
so long as the talk was official, businesslike, she was
self-confident, clever and resourceful. But if it turned
upon herself and her personal affairs she became shy
and reserved; she was not accustomed to that kind of
talk.
Twice she had just escaped becoming too fond of
somebody.
After finishing the course, she became a teacher of
physical training in a railway school, and went to live
in the railway hostel.
The secretary of the district physical training com-
mittee was a girl—Katya Gryasnova. Katya had foolish,
kindly black eyes and cheeks like hams. She herself had
nothing to do with physical training, and from her
sedentary life in the office she was rolling in fat. She had
the greatest admiration for Lena.
^ "flow on earth can you live in a hostel?" she said,
"No one there to serve you, nobody to look after you. ..."
She invited Lena to her home, and Lena went.
Katya's mother had a three-roomed cottage, kept a cow
and had a garden with fruit trees. They drank tea from
a samovar, under a cherry tree. On Katya's bed there
was a pile of embroidered pillows and cushions, her
mother's handiwork. Lena gazed longingly at these
ctiahiom.

